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Author's Notes: 

This is the result of a chat between me and the fantastic ginnyx, who compiled this! Yet another addition to 
the whole James deals with trauma after prison saga. Also they've adopted a son somewhere down the line 
because their dad energy is just that strong. 


Even though everything was years past them, some things didn't change. 

Lars knows, he learned along the way how to deal with this type of situation, and today isn't any different. 
Lars only wakes him up sweetly if he knows James was having a hard night or bad dreams. 

If he can, he lets him sleep, and he's sleeping well now. But it's a school day, and he knows that James 


cherishes the little ritual between him and Nick, so Lars wakes him up softly and gradually. 


He leaves the tea on the nightstand so James can smell it, then goes back to bed and hugs him from behind, 


gently making circles on his chest and nuzzling his neck. 


James stirs a little then, not waking up fully, but Lars is patient. He waits till he hears James take a long, deep 
breath. He's coming up, but still sleepy. 


So Lars keeps it up, humming but not saying a word. 

James yawns a little and his eyes flutter, then he moves, turns towards Lars and slides their bodies together. 
(That means he is awake, but still needs a bit of time) 

Lars sags against him and massages his nape, lightly. 

After a while James asks, voice deep, "time ‘s it?" 


Lars lifts his head, looks at the digital clock and tells him they're just in time to go down and have breakfast 
with Nick. 


James nods, still resting his chin on Lars' shoulder. He squeezes him one last time and then draws back to peck 


him on the lips before getting up, groaning a bit. 

Lars, already almost dressed -but still with naked feet- watches him get ready, laying on the bed. 

He LOVES watching James get ready, always has. 

James turns around and smiles at him, "Thanks," he yawns. "Gonna take a nap when | get home, | think Do you 
want to join me?" 

Lars looks at his phone, the calendar, "we'll see how it goes." 

"Meaning we'll see how hot the phone gets with calls?" James asks, skeptical. 

Lars pats his shoulder. "Got it in one." 

James cocks an eyebrow at him. Lars sighs dramatically, then grins, gently smacks James' ass, and heads 
downstairs. 

James laughs loudly enough that Nick can hear him from the kitchen 


"What was that noise," Nick asks. 


"Your papa being a dork, you should know that sound well enough." Lars can't hold back his own laughter. 


Nick completely loses interest because yeah, his parents are being his parents again 
"Who are you calling a dork, you little hobbit?" James ruffles Lars' hair and grabs a cup of coffee. 
Lars glares. "Excuse you, | am Danish, so practically an elf." 


"Yeah, an elf on the shelf" James laughs loudly at his own joke, and Nick snorts on his already empty plate, 


"That's not how you use a meme, papa." 


Lars laughs, "he's old, kiddo." 


James narrows his eyes. "Yeah, 3 WHOLE MONTHS OLDER, wow!" 

"But still my baby," Lars teases 

"Daaaaad!" 

Nick, thoroughly grossed out, takes his mug out on the porch to sit with the cats and the bees. 


James chuckles, "Look what you did, our son is running away" They giggle together; bonding over embarrassing 
their son. Lars missed these moments. 


"Please take a nap with me when we get back, El?" James is suddenly serious, pleading. 
Lars, halfway through tying his shoes, rolls his eyes. 
"A cat! You are a damn cat! Now find the car keys for me, please?" 


James goes where he knows Lars always forgets them, the spot under the kitchen shelf. "Feel more like a 


truffle dog now," he mumbles, then adds "Please, babe? | need youl" he pouts a little, tossing Lars the keys. 
Lars sighs dramatically, "What to do, what to do", he opens the door and walks to the drive. 

"Nick, c'mon, mug in the sink, 2 minutes and I'll get the car running!" 

He paused on his way to the car and turns to James. 


"Listen, | genuinely don't know, so | don't want to promise you, ok?" Lars opens the car, sliding into the 


passenger seat. "How about we compromise?" 


"Hm, what are you offering? Because | want that nap pretty bad," James says. He waits for an answer while 


Lars calls for Nick out of the car window. 

"30 seconds, let's go!" 

When his head comes back inside the car, he's got his ‘thinking face’ on. 
"Picture this: you and me, on the bed-" 

James is nodding. "Go on" 

"the curtains ajar, just enough to see shadows on our faces.” 
"Mh-hm." 

"You're stretched wide on the bed, no pants, only a shirt" 

"lim liking it" 

"Your head is on my thigh." 

"Perfect." 

"and my computer is in my lap," Lars finishes triumphantly. 


James has to think for a moment and then sighs, "fine, fine. But you'll touch me sometimes, right?" he's 


blushing, embarrassed. 

Nicks gets in the car and shuts the door. 

"Of course," Lars snorts. "And | promise to refuse the first I5 calls." 
James raises his eyebrows. "20, 20 from each cell phone." 

Lars sighs. "Oh, c'mon!" 

Nick locks his seatbelt. 

"| kinda have to get to school." 


"Hold on, Nick, your papa and | are bargaining," Lars says, and then the first call comes. The phone is already to 


Lars' ear before anyone can argue. 


James pouts. 


Nick sighs as James starts the car. "What are you guys arguing about anyway?" 

"A minute, please," Lars pleads to whoever is on the other end of the call 

He puts the phone against his chest. 

"No sulking, James, Its just one call. | promise not to answer any more LATER, in bed” 
Nick wrinkles his nose. 

"Ok, too much information, minor here!" 

James ignores him and keeps driving, so Lars sighs and turns to Nick. 


"Please, sprout, could you keep your papa company for a while, till we get to school?" He asks, knowing James 


can't stay mad, not if h'e's talking to Nick 
Nick looks at James. 

"Papa" 

"Yes, kiddo?" 


"Wama hear how nasty the lunch they're serving is today?" 


When they drop him off James hugs Nick tightly. 

„and then goes back to pouting. 

At least when he gets back into the car Lars is off the phone. 

"So, where is the infamous Subaru mom? | want to see what l'm competing against" 


Lars is trying to cut the tension, to crack a joke (an old, honed one between them), but James doesn't answer 


and just starts the car. 
"Hey, what's wrong, big man?" Lars puts his phone back in his pocket and attempts to catch his gaze. 


James just shakes his head, eyes on the road, 


"Not while | am driving. At home." 

So, Lars nods and stays quiet, passing his nails over the edge of the phone cover. 
When they arrive at home, Lars waits till they are inside, padding slowly behind James. 
(Its awkwardly quiet) 

He watches James as he climbs upstairs to hide in the bedroom. 

He hesitates until he can't restrain himself anymore, then follows. 

‘James, listen, | am sorry but Im not getting it. What have | done?" 

He looks at James’ back, watching he shrugs off his jeans, boots already kicked in a corner. 
Lars waits by the door, fretting in that heavy silence. 

Then James stops. 

"You promised," he says. 

He is still not turning, but his voice rings sure, flat. 


Lars sighs. "Yeah, | know, and | will do what | said. | will not look at my phone." He makes a step forward, hands 
open and pliant. 


"Don't bother," James murmurs, crawling into bed. 
(That tone) 

Lars' feet freeze as his throat does. 

(That-) 

He tries to get it to work again - think think think 
"James, honey-" 

That earns him a dismissive scoff. 


"Don't call me that and get the fuck out. You promised" James knows he sounds childish but he can't seem to 
help it. He pulls the blankets around himself. 


Lars notices his shoulders shuddering and feels his heart sink, because it's clear James is crying. 


And James is trying, really, trying to close his eyes, not to think, to shrug it all off and ride out the tiredness. 


Of course that leads to even more frustration because he can't even sleep now, he knows he won't be able to. 
"Hey," Lars whispers softly and sits on the bed, "no going to sleep angry, remember?" 
"| do, but today we are not keeping promises it seems." James curls up even tighter. 


Lars rests his hand on James' shoulder, but James wiggles away. He sniffles, "it's too late. | just needed you To 


be with me foday. That's all | wanted, man" 


Lars feels his own eyes misting up, but he gulps down the lump in his throat. "James please, l'm sorry l- | just 


answered the phone then so | wouldn't have to have to do it now. | swear |-" 


"Oh, fuck that" James’ voice is weak and wet, and he hates himself for that, for being that vulnerable, "I was 


tired and needed you and you went on and bargained with me- like l'm some business shit to be handled." 


Lars looks pained. "You're not fucking business to me! James, we- we always do that, we- we can compromise 


like that, is that not okay? If it's not, you need to tell me. | can't help you if | don't know why you're so upset.” 
He shakes his head, thoughts racing too fucking fast at the tempo of his heart. 
(This is not what | wanted) 


"| was joking" Lars argues. "you know | was joking, you know | would fucking drop everything for you, this is not 


He breathes once more, losing against the tremor in his voice, trying not to cry too and make it all worse. 
"You know that, we both know that. We are past those doubts. | have a fucking ring tattooed on my finger, 


Jesus." 


James closes his eyes, trying to stop the tears but failing. "H's- it's just not a good day for me. You have to 


know that, man." 

Lars is speechless and blinks. 

"l-- should know?" 

Silence, James’ shoulders are wound up even higher. 


Lars squeezes his eyes with his palms and sniffs. 


He takes out the damn phone and thinks, thinks, thinks 

He sees the date and it clicks 

That night. 

The murder. The arrest. James being taken in without much investigation in the name of closing the case. 


"Fuck, J, lm." he lays down next to James and pulls him close, bundling himself against him and gently running 


his hands through James' hair. "I'm so, so sorry, honey." 


Lars stares at his tattoo and feels the weight of his ring on a chain around his neck, and a pang of guilt 
settles in his stomach. 


James stays still, tensed, but he doesn't move away. He feels Lars' breath trembling against his nape. 

Lars breathes deeply. "I didn't mean that, ok? | know this is a shitty period for you, | know, | just.” 

"—Just keep looking at your calendar, but apparently I'm not there," James says bitterly. 

Lars squeezes him tightly. "Don't say that" his voice quivers and he takes a shaky breath. "Okay," he breathes 
again, "give me a moment, please just a moment. Then, if you dont want me here, after what | will say, | will 
go, ok?" 

"What? Another bargain?" James sounds almost too defeated to argue. 


"No," Lars says. "A choice. Yours" 


Lars just holds on tight and James grits his teeth. 


"Okay. One moment." 


Lars breathes, calms himself, lets the nervous tears wet his cheeks and puts his thoughts in order. "You are 


not on that calendar because you do not come and go with the seasons. Or with the years." 
His chin trembles a bit but he continues, voice shaky. 


"Please believe me, | love you and- | foolishly thought that that was enough. You are in my head and in my 
guts and in my fucking heart, so why put that shit on a fucking google calendar? | don't need it" 


He laughs at himself, eyes still wet. 


"I am such an asshole. Of course | thought | didn't need it. If its you | got all of it memorized, | am Lars, Lars 


doesn't need a memo on James, Lars has James." 
He sniffs -shit, his nose is running but he doesn't want to get up and find a tissue. 
James doesn't move, but he's listening intently. 


Lars continues. "So know this, just this, okay?: it was sheer fucking hubris, arrogance, but not out of 
indifference." He buries his eyes in his hair. "It was out of love." 


James nods slowly, rolling over to look Lars in the eye. "l'm sorry.. | guess should have mentioned it, El", his 


voice is still thick with tears. 


Lars breathes, shakes, trying to be steady, not to put his pain on James, not pulling forgiveness out of him 
using pity. 


He lets out a high sound, not a laugh or a bark or anything his throat has experienced before, and just takes 


James' face between his palms, smushes their noses together. Eyes closed, wet eyelashes. 


His lips brush against James’ as he speaks. "It's okay. It's okay, lets stay here awhile, mh? Let me stay, 
please?" 


James watches him, too close to put in focus, but he grips lars’ wrists tight, keeping them there and tilts the 
forehead against Lars’. 


He nods wordlessly and closes his eyes too. 
"Please stay, please don't leave me." 

They both breathe quietly till Lars starts giggling 
(Nerves) 

(Lars always giggles when he's nervous) 


He tries to put his hands on his face, to cover the inappropriate reaction, but James holds them still, and hugs 
him. 


"Fuck, El, you're a goddamn poef," he jokes, sniffling, hiding his nose against Lars' neck. 


Lars keeps chuckling, unable to stop, hiccupping for air and gripping James' shirt in his fists, trying to talk. "Still 


not the lyricist here, | don't even have a fucking functional memory. Jesus, James, I'm so sorry about it all." 


While he chuckles James keeps sobbing, but he's smiling too. He closes his eyes and lets Lars cover his face 


with kisses and murmur apologies. 

"You're not alone, you're never going to be alone again. l'm not going to let anything happen to you, J, never." 
He's not sure if hearing that helps, but he has to make sure James knows. 

After they've both calmed down they lie there, basking in the warmth, unable to let each other go. 

James sighs. "I'm sorry, | didn't realize what | was asking of you." 

"Hey, don't do that," Lars argues, but James shakes his head. "No, really, El, that was.. it wasn't right" 

Lars raises his eyebrows. "Of course it was. Your reactions, your emotions are always valid, James." 

James nods. "I know that, thank you for that.. but your emotions are too." 

He backs up just enough to look into Lars’ red rimmed green eyes. 


"| rely on you, but | can't expect you to read my mind, that's not healthy. You usually do it so easily that | 


never noticed, but | shouldn't ask it of you. So yeah. I'm sorry too." 

Lars shakes his head and smooths James' wet cheeks with his thumbs. "Apologies accepted, thank you." 

He plays with a few locks of James’ hair, tucking them behind his ears, thoughtful. "I am gonna put this one 
thing in my calendar from now on, though. Luckily for you, I've never forgotten your birthday." He pokes 


James' stomach gently. 


"From now on," he says," you tell me what you need, and I'll tell you what | need. We'll keep on wanting each 


other too." 


James puts his head back on Lars' shoulder and mouths the words against the skin of his neck. "No, the 
calendar thing was too poetic, | liked the image of uh.. let's say.. a post-it" 


James can't see Lars but knows he is frowning, puzzled (always a cute view), and he smiles. 
"A post it?" Lars asks. James nods. "A post-it. Red one." 

James listens to Lars thinking and then sighing on his nape, gentle. "Ok, a red post-it. Gotcha" 
"Can we sleep now?" James yawns, "exactly like we are right now." 


"Absolutely," Lars replies, and gets James settled in 


James giggles a little and exhales. 


"Fuck, I'm glad I'm here with you. When | woke up this morning for a second | thought you were a dream, that 


| was stuck." 


Lars puts a dry kiss on his jaw, right under his ear. "You won, you are out. l'm here and you are not stuck, 


not even on a calendar!" 


James smiles and noses Lars' hair. 
‘Only on a post it?" 


Lars smiles. "And in our hearts." 
James is washed by a warmth so big that, when it ends, he shivers. 


"Yeah?" and he tries to downplay it, to joke, "what about the other stuff? Shouldn't | be also in.. what was 
that? You mind? There was some talk about guts?" 


Lars nods seriously. "Yep, the guts. And my toes, and my fingernails. You're all over, baby: you are the dirt 


between my toes." 
James snorts so /oud 


"Now | recognize the smelly Dane | married. | was worried for a bit: who is this poet right there? Where is my 


blabbering husband?" 


Lars snickers. 


"You're the WORST, so you're definitely the big doofus Californian | married." 


